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The contention of the two famous Houf is , 

And To do good vnto theRcalme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thankc your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leauetopofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit Somerfet, 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For wc will to Saint Albones prefcntly. 

Madam your Hawke they lay is fwiit of flight. 

And we will try how (he will fiye to day. Exit omnes. 

Enter Elanoryrith Sir John Hum , Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer , 
and Margery lourdaine a Witch. ( 

Elnor, Hecre fir lohn , take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske, 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere. 

And hearc the fpirit what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write theanfwers downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir John. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about. 

And charme the fiendcs for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing flic askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftratc on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

Shee lyes downe vpon her face. 
Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen , Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night, 
Wherein the Furies maske imhellifh-trbupes. 

Send vp I charge you fcbmSofem Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to come to mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centri eke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 

Afcalon 


Tor hand Lancajier . 

AfeaUn, th *n the 

rifeth vp. 

rtfrjf Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe i 
Firft of the King, what Ml bccomeofh.m ? 
tiirit. The Duke yet liues, that Henry (hall depofe. 

But him out-liue, and dye a violent ^ath. 

Rullen. What fate awattes the Duke of Suffolke. 

Mrit By water fliall he die, and take his end. 

Bullen What (hall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 

Birit Let Wmfhun Cattles, fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy 
plaines, then where Cattles mounted ftand : 

Now queftion me no more, for I mutt hence agame. 

He (wkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole, 

Whcre Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft thefindg’ d and parched fmoakes, ■ 

The rode of Dytas by the Riuer Stix : 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife lourdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds, we are betraidc. 

Enter the Duke ofTorke, And the Duke of ‘Bucking- 
ham, and others. 

Torke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 
This time was well watcht. What Madame arc you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Elnor about. 

Buck. See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

Torke. Giue it me my Lord, lie fhew itto the King : 

Go firs, fee them faft loekt in prifon. . 

Exit with them* 

Bucking. My Lord, 1 pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Albones,to tell this newes. 

T o rke. Content. Away then, about it flraight. 

C Buck, 
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